She was capable, but that was nothing. He was incapable,
and that was at least something.
She had had an extraordinary dream, and she had told
Gudula Rapp about it:
She was walking through a wood and was looking for
the path and could not find it. Then the woodland path
turned into a passage, probably the glass-roofed passage
which led into the chemical institute downstairs, but it
seemed much longer, and from the end of the passage
her father came towards her. In her dream she knew that
he was dead, but she was not frightened, indeed she was
pleased, with a sudden, radiant pleasure such as she had
never before experienced. But when the man came
nearer, he was not her father but the lecturer. He
walked past quite close to her and said something. She
could not understand it, but she knew that it was a
formula. Then the passage became a woodland path
again. The leaves were stirring. She came to a clearing.
She recognised the pkce. It was the marshy meadow
behind the Berghof, which was very popular for picnics.
She went into the meadow. She could feel its marshiness,
the yielding dampness; and the meadow was not green,
but reddish purple. She bent down and saw masses of
small orchid-like blooms growing up amid brown-
spotted foliage. It was orchis, sjae thought in her
dream, speckled orchis....
She took off her vest—she had nothing else on—and
lay down in this meadow of orchis. At first this sent a
small shiver down her spine, and then the same, strange,
radiant pleasure stole over her again. The orchis grew
tall.,. grew tall... and finally covered her completely,
That was her dream.
"Very pretty!" said Gudula Rapp, to whom she
related it, "but don't let any psycho-analyst hear of
it"
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